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4 obsculta
But because he wanted to justify himself, he said to Jesus, 









lane	but	 sticking	 to	 the	 shortest	 route	 around	cor-
ners.	He	always	was	smiling,	honking	“hello”	at	cabs	
we	passed	on	the	highway,	and	even	stopping	once	in	
the middle of  the desert to chat briefly with a pass-
ing	friend.	My	inclination	was	to	say	something	like,	






Salim and I met at the house of  my first cab 
driver	 in	Jordan,	whose	name	I	have	forgotten.	He	
had	 taken	me	 from	the	 Israeli	border	 to	his	house	
in	Aqaba	 for	coffee,	and	I	 initially	appreciated	 this	
friendly	 gesture	 to	 a	 visitor	 in	 his	 country.	 Upon	
entering	 the	 large	 steel	 front	 gate	 I	 discovered	 the	
house	actually	belonged	to	my	driver’s	older	brother.	











my first driver had to return to the border for an-
other	fare,	my	chest	nearly	exploded.	As	I	made	for	
the	door	I	was	calmly	informed	that	another	driver	










live?!” Then I tried hand motions (“I love this land”). 
Then I resorted to onomatopoeia (acting out a seat-
belt	motion	with	accompanying	“click”	noises,	upon	
discovering the seatbelt was broken). We settled fi-
nally	on	pointing	and	smiling.	
It	 was	 about	 100	 degrees	 outside	 and	 the	 AC	
was	busted.	Since	I	wasn’t	used	to	the	heat,	I	began	
to	feel	pretty	lightheaded.	Every	ten	minutes,	Salim	
offered	me	a	swig	of 	water	 from	a	 two-liter	bottle	
before	taking	any	himself.	He	simply	gave	me	every	
reason	to	trust	him,	but	I	couldn’t	bring	myself 	to.	
When	he	stopped	 the	cab	at	a	gas	 station	 in	a	
small,	 desert	 town,	 I	 looked	over	 and	 saw	 that	we	
had	plenty	of 	gas.	The	thought	passed	through	my	






tiful	 sites	 as	we	 passed	 and	 continued	 to	 keep	me	
hydrated.	 He	 began	 to	 grow	 on	 me.	 In	 Petra,	 he	
brought	me	to	a	cheap	and	comfortable	hostel,	and	
he	agreed	to	come	back	for	me	the	next	day	at	:00	














much	 I	 learned	 from	 this	 man	 with	 whom	 I	 ex-
changed	only	two	understandable	words.
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